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National Teacher’s “Worcester and the 


Exams To Be Held 
March 16 and 17 


The sixth administration of the 
National Teacher Examination, spon- 
sored by the American Council on 
Education, will take place through- 
out the United States on Friday, 
March 16, and Saturday, March 17. 
They will be given by Dr. Lawrence 
A. Averill, examiner, at the Worces- 
ter State Teacher’s College, one of 
the thirty-five official examining cen- 
ters for 1945. Applications for exam- 
ination must be submitted to Dr. 
Averill no later than Saturday, 
February 17. 

The National Teacher Examina- 
tions have been specially designed 
by the National Committee on 
Teacher Examinations of the Ameri- 
can Council on Education to provide 
objective measurement of certain of 
the abilities and knowledges of 
teaching candidates. They are used 
by many school systems along with 
other information about the indi- 
vidual in evaluating the qualifica- 
tions of an applicant for a teaching 
position. Because the examinations 
have been constructed with emphasis 
upon functions and applications rath- 
er than upon definite facts, no spe- 
cific preparation is necessary. All 
examinations are of the objective 
type and consist of multiple choice 
items. The tests are divided into 
Common Examinations _ including 
Reasoning, English Comprehension, 
English Expression, General Culture, 
Professional Information, and Con- 
temporary Affairs; and Optional 
Examinations including Education in 
the elementary school, English Lan- 
guage and Literature, Social Stud- 
ies, Mathematics, Biological Sci- 
ences, Physical Sciences, French, 
German, Spanish, and Latin. 


Scholarship Tea 

Attention! All frosh and upper- 
classmen and faculty! This is just 
a brief notice calling to your atten- 
tion the annual Scholarship Tea 
which is to take place this year on 
Saturday, May 12th, from 3:00 to 
5:00 p.m,, in the college gymnasium. 
Our guest this year, as you probably 
know, is a Worcester native, Mrs. 
Olive Higgins Prouty, sister of two 
local men, Aldus C. Higgins and 
John W. Higgins. Mrs. Prouty, in 
some thirty odd years of writing, has 
written nine novels, among them 
Conflict, White Fawn, Stella Dallas 
(undoubtedly the best known) and 
her last published work, Now, Voy- 
ager. 

We can truly say that the Scholar- 
ship Tea is the most important social 
event in our calendar, that is attend- 
ed by Worcester luminaries, that we 
have some wonderful reunions with 
our past graduates and that we have 
a wonderful spirit of cooperation be- 

“tween faculty and students. Yes! 
we have all this, but we also have a 
(Continued on Page 4) 


World” Speakers 
At Wed. Assembly 


Following examinations our Wed- 
nesday assembly programs, featuring 
representatives of the United Na- 
tions, began in full swing. However, 
before discussing the more recent 
Wednesday assemblies, mention 
should be made of the delightful 
Miss van Hall who represented the 
Netherlands. Her few remarks con- 
cerning the devastation of her coun- 
try by the Germans were received 
in complete sympathy by her audi- 
ence. The thoughts of how the brave 
Dutch people carried on, in spite of 
countless privations and personal in- 
sults, fires the imagination of any- 
one who hears of them. 

Norway, a few weeks following 
this talk, was ably represented by 
Miss Else Margrete Roed, who was 
a teacher before her escape from the 
German S.S. and Gestapo. Nothing 
in Miss Roed’s estimation could be 
compared with the disastrous effects 
German occupation has wreaked on 
the Norwegian schools and educa- 
tional system. Undoubtedly, it will 
consume much time and effort to 
erase all the earmarks of German 
totalitarianism from Norwegian 
schools. 

An assembly that appealed to 
everyone was the one in which Mrs. 
Pilar Hidalgo Lim spoke of her 
country and “our godchild”, the 
Philippines. Perhaps no assembly of 
the series this year was so enthusias- 
tically liked as this one. Mrs. Lim 
was charmingly sincere as she re- 
counted the history of the hundreds 
of widely scattered land-fragments, 
the Philippines, under their Spanish 
and American rulers. She expressed 
for her countrymen a debt of grati- 
tude toward the United States. Mme. 
Lim is the wife of General Lim, the 
first Filipino to graduate from West 
Point. He was captured by the Japs 
on Bataan. 

Our most recent “Worcester and 
the World” representative was pre- 
sented at a very opportune moment 
when her country (by adoption) was 
being “partitioned for the fifth time”’, 
as she so aptly phrased it. Mrs. Jan 
Kostanecki or Miss Dorothy Adams, 
author of We Stood Alone, spoke on 
the present situation in Poland and 
answered questions relative to the 
partition of Poland by the Three 
Great Powers. 

The student body of W.S.T.C. has 
travelled vicariously in the past three 
or four months to the far corners 
of the globe. We have shared with 
all these peoples of distant places a 
little glimpse into their culture and 
more emphatically we have shared 
the misfortunes caused them by the 
present war. Our appreciation for 
these countries has grown by leaps 
and bounds. Their joy has become 
our joy; their sorrow, our sorrow. 

To the Telegram and Gazette and 
| (Continued on Page 4) 


North Conway or Bust! 


It was a lovely winter’s day: the 
sun was shimmering over the snow 
and the corridors of S.T.C. were 
strangely quiet . . . that is, until hor- 
rible noises were heard in the lower 
corridor. The North Conwayites 
were trying to make the 10:50 bus. 
Labels were lost, suitcases accident- 
ally emptied, and pocketbooks mis- 
placed in the mad scramble but, with 
the aid of the gods, we finally did 
make the bus .. . the 11 o’clock one. 
From the Worcester Consolidated 
we transferred to the trusty B&W 
line which took us to Boston. We 
almost didn’t have to pay our fare, 
for we entertained the passengers 
with our merry voices and especially 
with the college song. 

When in Boston, not having eaten 
since those last four Hershey bars, 
we immediately headed for a restau- 
rant where enormous quantities of 
food were consumed. Such a repast 
put us in excellent condition for a 
train ride. Contrary to rumor, there 
were plenty of seats, but all where 
no one wanted to go, the smoker. 

So as not to leave you in a fog, 
we must say that after hours of 
coughing, North Conway was finally 
reached and a rather woebegone 
group of students climbed into one 
of the snappy beachwagons waiting 
to take us to Russell’s. 

But were we satisfied with good 
food and clean beds to crawl into? 
Oh, no—exuberant Worcester decid- 
ed to try out Russell’s facilities and 
so, rather late that night, you found 
most of us on the brilliantly lighted 
skating rink gliding to lovely music. 
Some of us had more difficulty glid- 
ing than did others, but the ice 
wasn’t too hard. In the end, the 
smoker reacted and eventually we 
staggered off to our rooms prepared 
to relax into the arms of Morpheus 
after such preliminaries as soap and 
water, pin curls, and removing 
cracker crumbs from between the 
sheets. 

The next day was glorious and we 
did the things most of you would 
do at a ski resort—we skated, tobog- 
ganed, skiied, and hiked. Following 
Dr. Farnsworth’s advice (and Hor- 
ace’s) some of us attempted to climb 
(or rather crawl up) Mt. Cranmore. 
The effort was well worth it, for the 


view was breath-takingly magnificent 


with the solitaire of white-tipped 
peaks shimmering against the Jewel- 
er’s blue velvet cloth like a starfish 
in the Mediterranean. 

Perhaps the best part of the week- 
end was the food served at Russell’s. 
There was so much and it was so 
good. Of course, thinking of the 
punishment (that 18-day thing), we 
didn’t consume very much. A meal 
that didn’t consist of three servings 
of everything was considered very 
light. 

After consuming such a_ small 
quantity of food, we usually retired 
to the Green Room to rest and feel 


| utterly comfortable before the fire or 


Hats Off to the 
Student Council 


of STCollege 


On January 5th the Student Coun- 
cil passed the hat around and in so 
doing added greatly to the wealth 
of our college. It was not just one 
hat, but a multitude of pert, navy- 
blue, felt, crew hats with yellow felt 
(or should we say gold) to be at- 
tached at the discretion or whimsy 
of the recipient. Many of us tested 
their wear-ability immediately and 
needed no presidential approval for 
our wearing them to classes. 

Now, however, some of us who are 
saving them for fairer weather make 
our humble kerchiefs endure the 
caprices of our wilful, wintry climate. 
Yet these attractive crew hats are 
being worn (and in most cases well) 
by our more hardy perennial stu- 
dents. It is amazing how one student, 
by tossing her S.T.C. chapeau non- 
chalantly upon her head can make 
it seem entirely unrelated to the 
identical creation placed upon the 
head of her fellow classmate! 


No doubt in the near future all 
fortunate film finders will be group- 
ing their friends before artistic cam- 
pus settings and aiming cameras at 
these latest creations for the promo- 
tion of school unity and spirit. Hats 
off to the Student Council of S.T.C.! 


to the Rumpus Room across the 
street where, after travelling over 300 
miles we did such extremely unusual 
things as dance, play bridge, and 
swat a ping-pong ball. 

But what has begun must always 
end, as all good things invariably do, 
and so it was with regretful heart 
and tearful eye that we bade adieu 
to Russell’s, those lovely beach- 
wagons, the scrumptuous food, the 
Rumpus Room, the skating rink, 
and especially to all the girls we met 
from the other Teacher’s Colleges. 

We scrambled into the train sta- 
tion in plenty of time; and after a 
precisely planned skirmish, we all got 
seats. P. H. will never forget her 
seat. Her right hand is still sacred. 

And so we rode in comparative 
comfort to Boston . . . our trip end- 
ed. While we may have looked a 
little dazed Monday morning, we 
feel it was worth it for through the 
varied experiences on that trip our 
outlook was broadened, our person- 
alities were rounded, and we gained 
a new sense of the splendor of na- 
ture. A rather paradoxical outcome 
was perhaps most evident for this 
delightful’ fling in an environment so 
remote from the classroom only 
heightened our ultimate wish to re- 
turn. We hope that on our next 
trip more of you will be able to join 
us and regain a new zest for living. 

Maureen M. WarRNER 


“No position can dignify the man; 
It is the man who dignifies the 
position.” 
(The Talmud) 


Number 3 


Freshman Dance 
March 17 at the 
STC Gymnasium 


“Tt’s a great day for the Irish,” 
say the pretty little colleens from 
the Freshman Class. “And we're 
after inviting you to celebrate the 
feast of Saint Patrick with us at our 
dance to be held on March 17, in our 
gymnasium.” 

Lilting popular airs and favorite 
Irish melodies will be played by Ray 
Hobin and his orchestra. 

The Freshman Social Chairman, 
Miss Barbara Looney is the General 
|Chairman for the dance. She is as- 
|sisted by Geraldine Guertin and 
| Virginia Dillon as co-chairmen of the 
Decorations Committee; “Marjorie 
Carroll and Patricia Hehir, co-chair- 
men of the Orchestra Committee; 
Mary Walsh and Mary Lou Lenk, as 
co-chairmen of the Dance Order 
|Committee; Dorothy Dunn and 
| Katherine Fenton as co-chairmen of 
the Refreshment Committee; Mary 
Osborne and Mary Ellen Murphy, 
co-chairmen of the Hospitality Com- 
mittee. 

Mr. Norbert Bernstein is the Gen- 
eral Chairman for the Clean-Up 
Committee. He will be ably assisted 
by all members of the Freshman 
Class. 

Dr. and Mrs. Albert Farnsworth, 
Dr. and Mrs. Lawrence Averill, Mr. 
Francis Jones, Miss Elizabeth Bar- 
low and Miss Lena West honor us 
as chaperons. 

So come all you Irish daughters 
and bring along your favorite gos- 
soon and make merry at our dance. 
Don’t forget the date—March 17. 


Salute to Our 


Many Servicemen 


Recently we were able to salute 
two of our own boys who have re- 
turned from overseas. The first to 
return, Sgt. Leo Charbonneau, spoke 
to us in December of his experiences 
and answered questions for us about 
his duties. Leo was stationed in 
North Africa, Sicily, and Italy dur- 
ing his two years overseas. 

Lt. Alfred Barrios described a 
typical bombing mission as it would 
occur from the home base to the 
objective in Germany and _ back 
again, when he addressed us the last 
week in January. He returned to this 
country after completing thirty-four 
missions. Al is now stationed in 
Atlantic City. 

From Germany, Leo Sullivan 
sends word that he compiled material 
for his latest book entitled Wet Feet 
and More Rain while in France. He 
went on to say, “While there I real- 
ized the benefits of a G.I. raincoat; 
it not only strains the rain, but the 
pockets also can hold about a half 
pint of water each, which comes in 
handy when you need to have a 
shave and there is a scarcity of 
water.” 

(Continued on Page 3) 
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Retreat | 

Certainly one evil of our modern 
temper is that we are so averse to 
looking back, Bring up to the min- 
ute and flinging aside yesterday's 
fruition is a disease with us. Our| 
commendable eagerness for the very | 
latest scientific data, which causes | 
us to look back on last year’s books | 
as antiquated, leads us to confuse 
facts with learning, and tends to 
make us ignore the wisdom and the 
beauty of the past. This, indeed, is 
wrong. 

It is wrong for an artist to put the 
views of himself and his generation 
against the accumulated thought of 
his predecessor's long union with 
beauty. The greatest artists of our 
day have explored the past to gaze 
upon its limitless riches. It is wrong 
for the statesman to close his eyes | 
to the lessons of history. Regard- | 
less of how long they may have stud- | 
jed the past. our leaders may gain | 
a new insight by permitting the light | 
of the past to shine forth and en- | 
lighten the darkened path of the} 
future. It is wrong for the writers 
to think that their genius can sur-| 
pass the essential canons followed 
by generations of masters. 

Fortunately, the constant criticism 
against “reaction” and “conserva- 
tism” “freedom” and “escape”, has 
subsided to its rightful place. These 
young liberals rightfully perceive 
that they must build on the cool 
wisdom, the superb form and the 
right-mindedness of forgotten an- 
cients. 

It would be absurd not to acclaim 
the marvels of science in the modern 
world; its manufacturing and chem- | 
ical ingenuities, its medical advances, | 
its engineering feats, have advanced | 
the world to great heights in the) 
realm of materialism. But what have | 
we done for the spirit of man com-| 
parable to the accumulated treasures | 
of the buried centuries, which most | 
of us ignore? 

It would be an absurdity of ex- 
treme reaction if we were to look at | 
no pictures, read no books, and listen | 
to no music that was not at least 
fifty years old. On the other hand, 
it is utter blindness if we were not 
to look at, or read or listen to any- 
thing five months old. 

Of course, there is always the 
fierce cry of the revolutionists: “All 
progress has been a break with the | 
past!” Let us rather build on the 
past, for progress is a growth and an 
increase on the past. Let us hope 
that as our generation stands, facing 
the ypcertain future, it will turn 
aside, momentarily, and cast a long 
and objective glance look at the wis- 
dom of the past. 


Winter Thoughts 
| The earth is hard, unyielding ground 


|Which once was rich and soft to| 


touch; 

Tree branches creak with uncertain 
sound 

As though with age they suffer much. 


The sky is cold and far away 

Or else with glowering clouds intent 

It comes near earth in drapes of 
gray 

On snowy mischief bent. 


The air, it stings with malice keen, 
With icy breath makes sport of men, 
Gathers its forces all unseen 

And roars at night to frighten them. 


The sunset, too, is cold and sad, 
Edged with black lace of unclothed 

trees; 
The sun, a pale ghost, glad now goes 
To let the dark do as it please. 

. 

Have faith, oh Man, in dark and cold 
| Beneath the dead is life, and soon 
|It shall break triumphant through 
Out of its frosty tomb. 


|God never made a winter last 


But spring came soon to soothe and 
heal, 

God never sent a sorrow 

His own heart did not feel. 


Spring comes ‘at last to everyone 
If he has faith to trust His will 
Beneath the outer husks of life 
God hides His beauty still. 
Ciara M. SAUNDERS 
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Ogden Nash maintains, in one of 
his lesser known lyrics, that it is a 
wise child that knows its own father, 
but I say that it’s a wise father that 
knows his own child, especially in 
this progressive day and age. Take, 
for example, the case of Mr. Roscoe 
Manleverer who is a_ present-day 
American father. 

When Mr. Manleverer was a boy, 
he used to fire snowballs at every top 
hat that came down his street; he 
used to ring door-bells on Hallowe’en 
and hook rides on ice wagons. At 
specific times he used to stand in fear 
and trembling before his stern father 
| while his report-card was being scru- 
| tinized; and then, almost automatic- 
ally his footsteps were directed 
toward the woodshed for the inevi- 
table aftermath. Mr. Manleverer used 
to skip school to go fishing; he used 
to smoke corn-silk, too. Mr. Man- 
leverer had been, in brief, a typical 
American boy. 


But Mr. Manleverer had grown up 


ent, not of a chip off the old block, 
but of a Modern Child. Sometimes 
Mr. Manleverer was a little bewil- 
dered. It was hard for him to under- 
stand how anyone as average as he 
was, could be the father of such a 
remarkable child as Algernon. 


From the very beginning, Alger- 
non had been exceptional. He had 
begun to talk at seven months, could 
do simple fractions at two, play “A 
Maiden’s Prayer” on the piano at 
four, and was correcting his father’s 
English at five.and a half. Mrs. 
Manleverer, of course, was intensely 
proud of Algernon’s mental feats, but 
Mr. Manleverer found himself 
worrying a little at times and wish- 
ing that Algernon would put a tack 
on the teacher’s chair just once, or 
play hooky from school now and 
then. But Algernon loved school. He 
thought education was wonderful. 

One evening, when Mr. Manlever- 
er was sitting in his easy chair read- 
ing the paper and trying not to think 
about his son’s latest report-card 
which bore a monotonous row of un- 
interrupted A’s, a light step caused 
him to look up; and there before 
him, hands clenched behind his back, 
;and looking a little pale, stood 
tAigennca: 

“Father,” said the boy wonder of 
the Sutterspring School for Excep- 
tional Children (no I.Q.’s accepted 
under 145), “I find myself in a bit 
of a difficulty; and since you are my 
parent, it seems only fitting and 
proper that you should advise me.” 

Mr. Manleverer’s middle-aged eyes 
brightened behind his spectacles. 

“T hope,” he said, leaning for- 
word slightly, “I hope that you have 
thrown a_ baseball through the 
butcher’s window or something, 
Algernon.” 

“No,” said Algernon, eyeing his 
father coldly, “I am not capable of 
such indecorum.” 

“Oh,” said Mr. 
yet losing hope. 

“Well, what is it?” 

Algernon wet his lips and tried to 
be patient. 

“JT feel,” he said, “that the time 
has come for me to decide upon a 
career,” 

Mr. 


Manleverer, not 


Manleverer made a quick 


and married only to become the par- | “ 


mental calculation and _ reassured 
himself that Algernon was only ten 
years old, 

“T would like to know,” continued 
his son, “which you would rather I 
do—enter the field of Egyptology or 
become a simple etymologist? Of 
course, I think my talents lie defi- 
nitely in the direction of etymology, 
and I already have a wonderful idea 
for a new kind of dictionary, but I 
thought it my duty to consult you 
first.” Algernon folded his arms and 
looked his father in the eye. 

Mr. Manleverer retreated as far 
back into his chair as possible. 

“Thank you, son,” he said weak- 
ly. “It makes an old man feel good 
to know he’s being considered.” 

“Oh come now, Father!” 
Algernon. 

“No, no, that’s all right, that’s all 
right. You just go ahead and do 
whatever you think you are best 


said 


fitted for. I'll leave it to your own 
judgment. You’ve done your filial 
duty.” 

“Filial,” murmured Algernon. 


Well, thank you, father. I’ve got to 
get back to my desk now.” 

Mr. Manleverer sat and thought 
for a while. Education, he conclud- 
ed, must be a wonderful thing. 
Everybody seems to think so. But 
he shook his head again, as though 
he were still a little doubtful. 
BARBARA TOMOLONIUS 


Thank You, Gals! 

The Acorn Staff wishes to thank 
the following students for their co- 
operation and real school spirit in 
typing articles for the school paper. 
Orchids to you! 

Kay Fenton 
Mary Lonergan 
Barbara Looney 
Pat Hehir 

Laura Jacobson 
Florence Streeter 
Emmet Fink 


Congrats to: 


Those who ration their gripes in 
war time! 

Eleanor Moosey and Margaret 
Barsam for making Kappa Delta Pi! 

The W.A.A. for sharing their trip 
with us. We'll go next time our- 
selves! 

Mrs. McGill for her quick return 
to good health! Dot Willard, too! 

All who help to keep our building 
such a pleasant place in which to 
work! 

The Assembly Committee for their 
excellent diversity of programs we 
are enjoying! 

To the students who helped to 
boost the morale at Lovell General 
and Cushing Hospitals! 

The Publicity Committee for its 
zeal in spreading S.T.C. fame. 


One of our favorite stories told 
about G. K. Chesterton is as fol- 
lows: He was approached by a per- 
son who asked the proverbial ques- 
tion, “Mr. Chesterton, if you were 
cast away on a desert island, what 
book would you want to take with 
you?” Mr. Chesterton sagaciously 
replied, Thomas’ Guide to Practical 
Shipbuilding.” 


BUY WAR STAMPS 
AND BONDS 


March 5, 1945 , 


Student Comments 


Your roving reporters have done 
much roving in the past few weeks. 
We have run the gamut from “cokes” 
at Easton’s to Sunday Afternoon Tea 
at Lovell General Hospital and back 
again. 

Speaking of the hip to Lovell 
General Hospital, suffice it to say 
that a good time was had by all, de- 
spite the fact that three fair maidens 
installed themselves at Cushing. 

As a result of the trip to Devens, 
two young misses we could mention, 
but won’t are waiting for a Thursday 
night telephone call. Here’s hoping, 
girls! 

The theme song of the Junior 
Secondaries these. days is ‘All Alone 
and Lonely, Waiting for You”, and 
it is dedicated to their “other half”. 
Of course some members of the class 
are singing it for other reasons. 

Since the “other half” has been 
mentioned, those of you who are 
interested may contact your roving 
reporters for up-to-the minute de- 
tails on Dewey’s in Fitchburg. 

If it had been known that the 
trip to North Conway would include 
a super-duper dance, the whole stu- 
dent body would probably have trav- 
elled en masse to our northern neigh- 
bor, New Hampshire. 

We shall now adjourn for further 
sleuthing. 

May the Easter bunny be good to 
you! 

- Benita AND EusTAcia 


Wishing Can Make It So 
I have always wanted a farm 


A little house whose only charm 
Would lie in its simplest make. 


I have always wanted a tract 
Full of roses, lilacs, pansies, 

A little heaven on earth to disrtact 
My mind from worries and fancies. 


I have always wanted a friend 
Who would share my unhappiness, 
One who could always comprehend 
My sudden joy or silly distress. 


I have always wanted a ring 


With my initials written in gold, 


Such a little thing, that could bring ~ 


Pleasure as I slowly grow old. 


Neither house nor garden was my lot 
And friends when needed were all 
gone, 
But today my father gave to me 
A ring with my initials on. 
Norsert BERNSTEIN 


We Will 
SEE YOU 


at the 


SCHOLARSHIP 


TEA 


Lost in a meadow, by a lake, ' 


March 5, 1945 


A Prayer 
They are so young, Lord, keep 
them clean 
In their inmost heart, when in mud 
they lie; 


Give them a vision of.a greater love, 
A faith that will help them die. 


They were but boys, Lord, give 
them still 

The tolerance of youthful trust; 

All men are brothers, though they 

* kill 

Each other, because they must. 


They are not ready, Lord, to grow 

Hard as soldiers must learn to be; 

Stay close by and help them know 

Comfort and courage are still with 
Thee. 


They will have pain, Lord, be Thou 


near 

To ease the torment of body and 
mind; 

Speak strong and sure to the inner 
ear 


Help them Thy peace to find. 


They will have doubts, Lord, stay 
close by 

To touch their hearts in time of 
need; 

In foxhole, sea, or flaming sky 

Claiming no homage or no creed. 


They will be alone, Lord, teach 
them how 

To find Thyself in prayer; 

To know that they will never be 

earth, in heaven, but Thou are 

- there. as 

ey once had dreams, Lord, keep 

them bright 

To warm their hearts in time of 
fear; 

In the black present, give them 
sight 

To see a brighter future near. 


They are our friends, Lord, help 
us too 
To hold fast the faith we have in 
Thee; 
Whatever darkness we go through 
- Lord, give us light to see. 
Ciara M. SAuNDERS 


A Snow Trick 


Oh, snow, so soft and white and 
still, 

I loved you as in your cool depths 

I watched you the eager avenues fill 

And cover with care the icy steps. 


I watched your varied, starry flakes 

- Twinkle like little diamonds rare 
As piled in neat symmetrical cakes 
You covered every stair. 


Your whiteness so enhanced me 

That rising from my cozy chair 

I gained the door and turned the 
key 

And slipped upon the stair. 


Oh, snow, I little thought that you 
Would do to me this thing— 
As‘down those icy steps I flew 

I didn’t know a thing. 


Because you were so _beauteous, 
snow, 
I grumbled not too much; 
Though you had tossed me very low 
I did not need a crutch. 
Marcaret J. Murray 


Did You Know? 


1. That Dotty Willard is giving 
competition to the seniors? She re- 
ceived a diamond last Friday. 

2. That Elwood Fraser has been 
reported safe? We all express our 
happiness to Janet Marsh. 

3. That the Seniors have welcomed 
their other members back to the 
school after their long absence? How 
does it feel to be on the receiving 
end of home work, Senior Secon- 
daries? 

4. That Superintendents have al- 
ready started to interview some of 
the seniors? Lucky kids. Let’s hope 
they get what they are after. 

5. That everyone is actually still 
alive after exams, even though we 
didn’t think it would be so? And the 
seniors lost their bet to Dr. Farns- 
worth. 

6. That the Seniors finally received 
a letter from Leo Sullivan and he is 
in Germany? He is glad about one 
thing. The mud is only one foot 
deep instead of two or three as in 
France. 

7. That our friend Al Barrios 
wowed the girls when he spoke to us? 
Too bad everyone isn’t a Senior. 
We heard a lot about the girls over 
in England. Very interesting! 

8. That since Mrs. McGill has 
gone to the hospital, the girls are 
helping to keep the lounge picked 
up? A few have even dry mopped 
and used the carpet sweeper. 

9. That the seniors gave Betty 
Holm an engagement party out in 
the wilds of good old Rochdale and 
presented her with a sterling silver 
salt and pepper set? Rather cold out 
there, according to a few Seniors. 
10. That three Seniors are walk- 
ing around with toothpicks to hold 
their eyes open? Guess why? 

11. That we all arrived back safely 
from the convent? I don’t think 
anyone is going to be a nun. 

12. That Laura Jacobson has been 
invited to sing at Lovell Hospital? 
We know they will enjoy it. 

13. That Barbara Brosnan is sport- 
ing a pair of wings? Come on, 
Barbara. Whose are they? 

14. That the seniors may be going 
to a wedding? Only the seniors 
know, but don’t ask them. 


The Return 


“Home is the sailor, home from the 
sea.” 

Home to his loved ones where he 
longed to be. 

Home at last from the distant shore, 

Away from the battles deafening 


roar. 

Gone are the memories of battles 
won. 

Gone are the memories of deeds well 
done. 

But living still in his war-torn 
breast, 

Are the memories of those who did 
their best— 


Pals who now rest in eternal sleep, 
Sepulchred in the fathomless deep— 
With them their memories will al- 
ways remain. 
They have no striving, no worry, 
no pain. 
GERALDINE GUERTIN 


BUY WAR STAMPS 
AND BONDS 


‘read that supplementary chapter in 


What Goes With 
The Frosh 


Little did we Freshmen believe 
that in one tal such a great 
change could come over any group 
of people. Last month we were as 
gay and as cheerful as could be. 
Now, we’re what one might call “a 
bunch of sad sacks!”” And the reason 
for the change? C exams and re- 
ports. Ooooh! 

It was different with the upper 
classmen. They knew just what to 
expect. But we freshmen were as 
green as ivy. It was all new and 
confusing to us. Many of us were 
a little over-confident at the begin- 
ning of the exam week, but ‘what 
a difference a day makes.” “As time 
went by” we found out what college 
exams were really like and also how 
much studying is required. 

At the end of the week you'd 
swear it was New Year’s the way 
those resolutions were being heaved 
about. Such as: “I’m going to spend 
less time in the lounge and more in 
the library.” “Guess I'll have to cut 
Tommy down to one night a week so 
I can get some studying done.” 
(That was a real sacrifice! ) 

So much for the exams! The real 
shock came when the Frosh marched 
up to the office for reports. Oh, 
my head! 

“Doesn’t the faculty know any 
letter in the alphabet besides ‘C’?”’ 
was heard many times. 

The good old high school days 
were gone forever on that day. With 
them went all those gorgeous ‘“‘A’s”. 
Sniff! ! 

They say “you learn something 
new every day.’ The Frosh can 
verify that statement! Now we really 
know what college is all about. 


Mid-Year Exams 


When that glorious Christmas va- 
cation finally draws to a close, you 
find yourself back at S.T.C. Now 
there are just three weeks paueetl 
you and those awful mid-year exams. 
Three weeks is a long time though. 
You have plenty of time to finish 
that research paper and do those 
large maps and make up that last 
test you missed when you had the 
flu. 

Somehow, .those full three weeks 
are over. You’ve finished up all 
those odds and ends of work, but 
you'd give anything to have just 
a research paper to worry about, 


Salute to Our Servicemen 
(Continued from Page 1) 


Pvt. Leo Sullivan 31262661 
Hg. Co., M.P. Platoon - 
A.P.O. 102, c/o P.M. 
New York, N. Y. 


From England we received word 
from our wounded schoolmate, Al 
Atkocius: 

“T guess I’ve been seeing some of 
the world since leaving State Teach- 
ers—France with its lovely women, 
Belgium peasants, and the common 
enemy, the German folks, were all 
contacted in my travels with the 
famous Fourth Division. 

“Paris was the sight of 1944! 
Everytime we watched the parade of 
women bicycling into the city my 
thoughts went back to the busy 
young ladies in the corridors between 
classes at S.T.C.” 

Pfc. Alban P. Atkocius 31391623 

U. S. Hospital Plant 4116 

A.P.O. 314, c/o Postmaster 

New York, N. Y. 

From Belgium, Paul Evans writes, 
“Tt is pretty country and it must 
have been a beautiful place in peace- 
time. Right now it is pretty cool 
and we have a good heavy snowfall 
on the. ground. Our country is at 
least one hundred years ahead of 
Europe in housing and luxury.” 

Cpl. Paul E. Evans 31186592 
Btry. C, 364th F.A. Bn. 
A.P.O. 76, c/o Postmaster 
New York, N. Y. 

Warren E. Hultquist has sent his 
new address to us.. It is: 

T/5 Warren E. Hultquist d 
31259296 

714 Ord Co., 89th Inf. Div. 

A.P.O. 89, c/o Postmaster 

New York, N. Y. 

From the Pacific Theater, John 
Melia sends sly remarks pertaining 
to the “misadventures in the Trop- 
ics.” His address is: 

Cpl. John Melia 31185718 
Hg. Co., 2nd Bn., 390th Inf. 
A.P.O. 98, Unit 1, c/o P.M. 
San Francisco, Calif. 


Visionary—A fellow with a new 
idea. 
Realist—A fellow who doesn’t like 


| the idea. 


—H. I. Puirrprs (N. Y. Sun) 


O'Leary: “I wish I had a nickel 
for every girl I’ve kissed!” 

Bernstein: “What would you do, 
buy yourslf a stick of chewing gum?” 


Take life as it is. Take yourself as 


because now you are on the brink of 
the exams. 

It makes no difference whether 
you are a freshman, sophomore, 
junior, or senior—the exams seem 
just as terrifying. Why didn’t you 


The Effects of Temperature on En- 
ergy? Maybe he’ll ask a question 
on it. A million and one horrible 
thoughts like this crowd into your 
mind on the eve before the onslaught. 

You study, and you study, some 
more the night before the first 
exam. The next morning you stroll 
into the lounge not knowing whether 
to look casual or scared. You hear 


the girls talking about terms in 


physics, and you don’t even know] feel as you walk away from S.T.C. 
what they mean. Horrors! What an| after taking the Jast mid-year exam 


you are. Begin to improve whatever 
you touch. Keep going toward your 
goal —Davip SEABURY 


have as you go in to take that first 
exam. 

The two hours pass. You've writ- 
ten what seems to you a good-sized 
book, but you’re sure you haven’t 
really answered one question cor- 
rectly. 

Somehow, after the first exam is 
over, you feel slightly better. At 
least you’ve survived that one. You 
gather courage from somewhere and 
go through the rest of the week. 
Friday afternoon finally comes. You 
have never felt the utter relief and 
complete contentment that you now 


I-don’t-know-a-thing complex you! of your college career. 
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A Date With a Chocolate 
Baby 


A little lady whom you know 
Went one evening to a show 


So proud her beau, he almost bust. 


To show his deep appreciation 

He made a little presentation, 

A Nestle bar he handed her 

And then you could have heard her 
purr. 


The show progressed as all shows do. 
She nibbled at a bite or two, 
Then laid the Nestle in her lap, 
’Twas plain to see she was a sap. 


The picture held her in its sway 
It took her miles and miles away. 
Her eyes and ears were all agog, 
Her escort, too, was in a fog, 


Alas, alack, the picture ended— 
All the hero’s bones were mended. 
So when the newsreel took its place, 
She started to feed her face. 


Ah, woe is me, I must relate, 
The candy bar had met its fate, 
The weather was so very hot, 
The sad remains, a greasy spot. 


Her escort’s eyes were on the screen, 
She felt that she would not be seen, 
So—with her dainty little hand 

She raised the chocolate so grand. 


So intent was she upon her orgy, 
She clean forgot her little Georgie, 


She looked not to the left or right 
For face and hands were sure a sight. 
Imagine Georgie’s great surprise, 

At this strange sight that met his 
eyes: 

The dainty little Miss he knew, 
Hidden under layers of goo. 


Her Georgie stared at her appalled, 

But Susie—she was still enthralled, 

She lapped her fingers one by one, 

He thought she never. would be 
done. 


He stuck his hanky in her hand, 


And glared at her to beat the band, 
“Wipe your face,” he softly hissed; 
“Tt seems your mouth you’ve always 
missed.” 


The lad was sad and you’d be, too, 
If your date was stuck with goo. 
Instead of stepping with a lady, 
He found himself with a Chocolate 
Baby! 


Wise Words 
“To understand a man’s life, it 
is not necessary to know merely what 
he does, but, also what he purposely 
leaves undone. There is a limit to 
the work that can be got out of a 


human body or a human brain, and 
he is wise who wastes no energy in 
pursuits for which he is not fitted 
and he is still wiser, who, from 
among things he can do well, chooses 
and resolutely follows the best.” 
—Anon 


“Tis only noble to be good.” 
—Tennyson 


“Let not the lips speak that 
Which is not in thy heart.” 
(The Talmud) 


With make-up on and hair all fussed, 


ie 


voice might change for the better, so 
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Sing! 


Can you sing? Well, I can’t. This 


I think it is well to state here 
and now that my older brother has 
a beautiful voice. He has done 


upsets my family,—my mother in} large amount of public singing and 


particular. The reason is that I sing | 
constantly while I am in the house. 
My mother’s burden is far worse. It 
is a long story, but here it is. 


When my mother was a child, she 
possessed the beautiful, sweet, and 
tender voice that often goes with 
childhood. As she grew older, her 
voice grew stronger and developed | 
into a high soprano. Although she 
had been offered opportunities to go 
on singing for a career, she sang only 
for the pleasure of singing. 


The old saying, “The way to a 
man’s heart is through his stomach,” 
did not hold completely true in my 
mom's case. You see Dad has a ter- 
tible voice; he can’t even carry a 
tune. He admired mother for her 
voice as well as her cooking,—so 
much so that he married her. 

When my older brother was born, 
Mom didn’t stop to listen to see if 
he had a musical voice, for she was 
sure he would have a voice similar 
to Dad’s—off key. But when / was 
born four years later, that was dif- 
ferent. I was to be a concert singer, 
so she hoped. When the nurse 
brought me in to see Mom, I slept 
all the time until it was time for me 
to leave. Then it happened! I cried | 
and, to my mother’s dismay, the cry 
was off key like my dad’s voice. 


As I grew older, Mom thought 
there might be a chance that my! 


the poor woman spent money for | 


voice lessons. Finally the teacher 
told her that it was no use; I just 
didn’t have a musical voice. After 


has since taken voice lessons. Al- 
though he is not going to be a con- 
cert singer as mother had planned 
for me, he has a voice to be proud of. 

When I came to college and 
learned that I would have to take 
music, I immediately experienced a 
great feeling of sorrow for the teach- 
er. If Mr. Healy should resign be- 
fore the year is finished, you may 
feel certain that my voice and I are 
to blame. 


*Twas the Night Before 
Mid-Years 


‘Twas the night before midyears 
And all through the town, 

Little lights were a-twinkling 
With window shades down. 

And ‘neath each little lamp, 
Behind each drawn shade, 

Through the wee hours of morning 
Sat an S.T.C. maid. 

Every brow was all furrowed 
And wrinkled with care, 

As to fill every head with 
Much knowledge quite rare. 

Each Frosh for Doctor Farnsworth 
Was burning the oil, 

While the Sophomores for physics 
Were doing much toil. 

With a groan and a sigh, they 
Digested each page, 

And the tick of each minute 
To them seemed an age. 

Soon the heads became heavy 
And weary for sleep, 

Till it seemed just like torture 
The vigil to keep. 

Of black coffee each girl took 
A refreshing drink. 


this she tried another outlet for my And then splashed with cold water 


so-called hidden musical talent. That 


Her face at the sink. 


was the piano. After I had been) 1, 4 while all the lights were 


two years on the same book, she 


Put out one by one, 


gave up trying to find any musical Every one was so happy— 


ability in me. It was apparent that 


It hadn’t been fun. 


I was rebelling at all types of music! Then each student held all 


and telling my mother that there 
was no hope. 


When I reached the age of ten, my 


That her small head could hold. 
And just crammed full of facts was 
Each cerebral fold. 


Mom gave up. So my younger} Each climbed into bed, as 


brother became her victim. What 


The hall clock struck four. 


she had done to me, she started to| After that, from each corner 


do all over again with my brother. 


Arose a loud snore. 


To her despair, he was equally as bad} But each girl breathed a whisper 


as I. My older brother, meanwhile, 


Ere in slumber fell tight, 


had escaped any type of education |«Here’s good luck to us all, and 
on the musical line. He surely was} To all a good night!” 


lucky! 

At the age of twelve, I joined the 
Girl Scouts. After going to camp 
and hiking with them for a few years, 
I decided that I would like to be- 
come a member of the Girl Scout 
Drum and Bugle Corps. When I 
told my Mom, she was very happy. 
Maybe I did possess musical talent! 
So a bugle was bought for me. . . . 
If anyone would like to buy a good 
bugle, I have one to sell. You see, 
I lacked rhythm. 

Finally I arrived at high school 
after eight long, bitter, struggling 
years to get away from the clutches 


Have you heard what finally made 
the physics-weary S-1 division be- 
come absorbed with the study of 
their notorious required subject? It 
seems that one of Mr. Osborne’s 
demonstration periods brought forth 
knowledge of a machine that would 
help the less fortunate co-eds acquire 
“Qoomph!” Needless to say they 
passed on this enthusiasm to their 
bewildered fellow-sufferers in the S-2 
division, hoping they might C their 
way through the course. 


of music. The first thing I did was} She: I play the trumpet just to kill 
to join the High School Glee Club. | time. 


Yes, I had the nerve! You see, 


He: You certainly have a good 


there was a good reason behind it. | weapon. 


One day a week the members of the 


“A wise man learns from the mis- 


Glee Club were excused from fourth | takes of others; a fool through his 
period, and that period J had Latin. | own.”—Anon. 


Knowum Bellum Onum? 

The shoe salesman lounged in a 
red leather chair while I trotted the 
full length of the store with his pen- 
cil and scrap of paper to copy num- 
bers from a pair of shoes in the 
window. When I returned from the 
window, he managed to find the 
shoes for me and then collapsed into 
the red leather chair again while I 
tried them on. When I decided to 
buy them, he ambled up to the 


cashier and made conversation on 


| the way by asking me what High 
School I attended. 

Finally I got out of the store with 
| the shoes under my arm, reminding 
| myself, as I zig-zagged through the 
five o’clock Main Street crowd, that 
| there was a war on and also that I'd 
| been dreaming of some ice cream in 
between the logs and characteristics 
in Math class. Just thinking about 
|it made me feel comfortable around 
my fundus region. (Stiles, page 209 
in case you're interested). But, alas, 
the first mouthful tasted just like 
pulverized chalk. The second only 
}confirmed the first impression. I 
ileft it to go catch my bus, remind- 
|ing myself again, “There’s a war on, 
| you know.” 

The bus was crowded as usual. 
The bus was late (again as usual) so 
| we had to stand out in the drizzle 
in hopes of being among the first 
on so we could get a seat. Not being 
| the husky type, I got wet, but got no 
seat. Standing astraddle my suit case 
in the aisle, I had a lovely view of 
dusty baggage racks which remind- 
ed me that I’d forgotten to dust 
under the bed before I left. A fat 
man who spilled out of his seat into 
a third of my share of aisle puffed 
happily on a cigar. Cigars always 
make me ill. Oh, well, “there’s a 
|war on” I firmly reminded myself. 
Just then the bus stopped with a 
jerk, and I didn’t stop until I was 
stepping on the feet of the person 
in front of me. By the glare I got, 
she wasn’t philosophical. 

By the time we reached home the 
little drizzle had become courageous 
enough to become a big drizzle. In 
fact it was a driving rain. I arrived 
in time to see Dad’s car disappear- 
ing down the road in the rain. We 
were fully half an hour late and he 
had to be back at work. 

There was nothing to do but start 
walking. After the first few yards 
it felt more like swimming—only 
the movement was different. The rain 
sloshed gleefully up and down in 
my shoes and made experimental 
trips down inside by coat collar. I 
mused alternately on the possibility 
of my contracting pneumonia from 
exposure and the question of whether 
I looked like a mermaid or a drowned 
cat. All the while the rain came 
harder and harder and I became 
wetter and wetter until I began to 
doubt the possibilty of even my 
Mother recognizing me when I finally 
arrived. 

The blur of lighted window with 
the dark splotch of service flag in 
the middle came in sight at last. By 
this time Dad was busy rushing 
through the chores so he could get 
back on the job of overtime work 
on Navy blankets. Mother was busy 
with the last minute eggs to be 
cleaned and packed. She hadn’t been 


out in the rain, but I suspect the 
dimness in her eyes was caused by 
the letter on the table from my 
brother telling about his taking the 
overseas physical. I read the news- 


paper headlines—‘“Bad Weather 
Along the Western Front”, and 
underneath, “Greek Population 
Starving.” 


As Mother set the hot supper on 
the table, I reminded myself again— 
there’s a war on, you know—and 
then felt very ashamed. Because all 
the time I’d been reminding myself 
that afternoon, I really hadn’t known. 


Diary of Drusilla 

Monday: Well, here I am still 
alive after exams (President Carpen- 
ter, you were right) but I will 
never, never be the same again! Have 
lost ten pounds, nine and a_ half 
fingernails, and half of a perfectly 
good head of hair, dot to bedtion 
the acquisition of a beautiful cold 


‘id by dose. Perhaps it is all good 


for my character or something. Am 
now embarking upon that wonderful 
physics course! You know, the class 
in which you sit trying to look as 
if you know what you're talking 
about, or just sit trying to look as 
if you think. 

Tuesday: Have made numerous 
resolutions to turn over new leaf and 
study this semester. Kappa Delta 
Pi, here I come! Crack open brand 
new Geography book to take first 
step along straight and narrow path 
—when phone rings. It is friend re- 
minding me of basketball game. Suc- 
cumb to lure of game and gently 
replace book on shelf. 

Wednesday: Spend part of after- 
noon engaged in delightful “over 
the back fence” gossip in shower 
room after gym class. Believe it to be 
a completely new version of lounge 
session introduced by ingenious (?) 
Sophomores. Philosophical thought 
—how could one manage one’s life 
without the education gained in the 
lounge? Come home to be black- 
mailed by Junior with candid of self 
in cold cream and curlers. Beloved 
little brother threatens to send said 
photo to Hubert, said gorgeous (?) 
hunk (?) of man having been finally 
accepted by the Merchant Marine. 

Thursday: Am called a B.I. (bad 
influence to the uninitiated) by 
friend this morning. Best I take 
drastic steps and retire to solitary 
life of a scholar in psych. lab. 

Friday: Start week-end in right 
frame of mind by gazing at pin-ups 
in friend’s locker. Am further up- 
lifted by command performance of 
Sonnets from the Portuguese and 
various other poems in special locker- 
room act. 


Worcester and the World 

(Continued from Page 1) 
to Mr. George F. Booth, who made 
these talks possible, we owe a par- 
ticular debt of gratitude for our 
having had the opportunity of listen- 
ing to these excellent ambassadors 
of good will whose talks to us have 
resulted in our having a more en- 
lightened point of view towards the 
world. 


BUY WAR STAMPS 
AND BONDS 


From One Girl to Another 

At last I can breathe freely again 
—exams are over ’til June. The only 
good thing about them is that they 
make you appreciate the days when 
you don’t have them. 

Yes, things have settled down to 
normal again at S.T.C. with many 
activities planned for the future. 
The Freshmen have gotten over their 
exams and still surviving in spite 
of it all. The Sophomores didn’t 
bother to worry about them—they’re 
past that stage. The Juniors put a 
little thought into them. The Seniors 
were confident in September that 
they would pass them all. 

Have you happened to notice that 
particular table in the cafeteria the 
occupants of which are surrounded 
by an air of jocundity the entire 
lunch period? Was passing by one 
noon hour and heard one of the elite 
telling of a New York trip she 
made. She spent almost the whole 
weekend sleeping! 

Things have come to a bad state 
when a girl will forget to get a trans- 
fer and have to pay another dime. 
But I guess we can forgive her—the 
boyfriend had been home the week 
before. 

Heard from reliable sources that 
Miss Stafford has been asked to 
begin a track team to keep those 
girls in trim who can’t seem to make 
their bus and have to run half way 
down Main Street after it. 

From what I gather, the girls 
that went to North Conway had a 
wonderful weekend, to say nothing 
of the girls who visited Lovell Gen- 
eral Hospital! amare 

Must leave—library beckons—*if 
you'll pardon the _ expression,”— 
quoting Dr. Shaw. 


American Red Cross 

On Thursday, March ist, the 
American Red Cross began its annual 
drive for funds. Needless to say 
every true American will support this 
worthy cause as he has done in the 
past. We are only too cognizant of 
what amazing, tireless service the 
Red Cross renders in time of peace 
when floods, fires, earthquakes, and — 
other disasters occur. Day after 
day, service men returning from bat- 
tlefields all over the world tell us 
of the marvelous work of the Red 
Cross in foreign theatres of war. 
The Red Cross can always be count- 
ed upon to be in there pitching. They 
have not neglected their duties at 
home, although they have a multi- 
tude of tasks abroad. The Red Cross 
operates hundreds of blood banks, 
trains thousands of nurse’s aides 
and home nursing groups here at 
home. You might say they have 
adopted as their motto, ‘carry on”’, 
because that is what they’ve done 
even in the thick of the fight. Shall 
we help them to “carry on”? Let’s 
have W.S.T.C. solidly backing up 
the Red Cross, because by doing 
this we are helping our fellow 
Americans in the farthest corners of 
the earth. 


Scholarship Tea 

(Continued from Page 1) 
“Jot of fun”. Won’t you come to the 
tea, share in this fun, and work for 
its success so that we can add to 


‘our scholarship fund? 


